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He would do well, if he can afford it, or persuade the agents into
the speculation, to give some further recitals, especially as his
association with Gerardy was, through the difference of their
artistic planes, something of a false start.

Boito's Mefistofele has been revived with success at the Opera;
but I shall let that rest until next week.

13 May 1891

EVER since I was a boy I have been in search of a satisfactory
performance of Don Giovanni; and I have at last come to see that
Mozart's turn will hardly be in my time. I have had no lack of
opportunities and disappointments; for the Don is never left long
on the shelf, since it is so far unlike the masterpieces of Wagner,
Berlioz, and Bach, that it cannot be done at all without arduous
preparation. Any opera singer can pick up the notes and tumble
through the concerted pieces with one eye on the conductor: any
band can scrape through the orchestral parts at sight. Last year
and the year before, it was tried in this fashion for a night at
Covent Garden, with D'Andrade as Don Juan, and anybody who
came handy in the other parts. This year it has been recognized
that trifling with Mozart can be carried too far even for the credit
of the Royal Italian Opera.

At the performance last Thursday, the first three acts of the
four (twice too many) into which the work is divided at Covent
Garden shewed signs of rehearsal. Even the last had not been
altogether neglected. In the orchestra especially the improvement
was marked. Not that anything very wonderful was accomplished
in this department: the vigorous passages were handled in the
usual timid, conventional way; and the statue music, still as im-
pressive as it was before Wagner and Berlioz were born, was
muddled through like a vote of thanks at the end of a very be-
lated public meeting. But the overture was at least attentively
played; and in some of the quieter and simpler numbers the ex-
halations of the magical atmosphere of the Mozartian orchestra
were much less scanty and foggy than last year, when I could not,
without risk of being laughed at, have assured a novice that in the
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